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THE IOWA HOMEMAKER 9 
The Evolution of Home Economics 
III. Dormitory Life From '93 to '99 
By RUTH ELAINE WILSON 
at Iowa State 
DORMITORY LIFE from '93 to '99 was interesting, to put it m ildly. One 
could not attempt to describe its ups and 
downs in detail, but here follows a few of 
the ups and several of the downs which 
may go to prove the time-worn axiom, 
"History repeats itself." 
The first three of these years saw the 
passing of the boys and girls from Old 
Main to Margaret Hall, the actual pass-
ing taking place in the fall of 1895. 
What of rules during this period? Of 
course, there were rules. Now, imagine 
:vourself a home economics student in 
this period. You would raise a sleepy 
head in the morning. "Six-thirty! Why, 
I'll be late for my 7 o'clock class!" For 
classes in those days began at 7 and en-
dured or, in some cases, perhaps, were 
endured, until 5, with the customary hour 
off at noon for dinner. From 5 to 6 you 
might go walking or calling, from 6 to 7 
was the supper hour and from 7: 30 to 10 
were study hours. The library in Morrill 
Hall was open v.ntil 9. 
Dormitory rules were strict and with 
the few students it was quite possible to 
check up, quite possible and absolutely 
annoying. Picnic permits, church en-
gagements, all these were dispensed with 
a smile and a warning directly from pro-
ducer to consumer; i . e., from the presi-
dent to a supplicating student. The per-
mission was reported to the preceptress 
and the party was on or off, this last in 
case of picnics. 
A party of young people set off one 
bright May Saturday for the Ledges, that 
beautiful spot so familiar to students of 
today. Everyone was jubilant. They were 
to stay all day, but must be home at 7. 
The Ledges reached, the party proceeded 
to picnic and the whole affair was a 
grand success. The girls had planned a 
real home economics picnic lunch, a cred-
it to them, and the boys had contributed 
right unstintingly in the way of appetites 
and transportation. The appetites were 
all that could have been desired. The 
same may not be said of the transporta-
tion. Somewhere on the return trip the 
surrey "threw a wheel." Horrors! It 
would take an hour to fix it and they 
were to be in by 7. The girls were in 
thrills of suspense and the boys wer e as 
reassuring as the circumstances made 
possible. 
The picnickers at 8: 30 and the girls 
made their way to their rooms to await 
the inevitable, bottled wrath. The wrath 
was long in the unbottling and the sus-
pense was miserable. Sunday was en-
tirely ruined, Monday came and it was 
blue. StHI no unbottling. On Monday 
evening one of the specimens in suspense 
sat down on the grass to study and looked 
up shortly to behold none other than the 
tall figure of the president approaching. 
There was but one thing to be expected 
from such an advance, a complete and 
deserved tongue-lashing. The salutation 
from Prexy fell like a bomb explosion on 
her ears. 
"Well, are you happy?" and then, 
"Well, now, I mistook you for my daugh-
ter, Hazel." The · reaction 
was too much. The speci-
men poured out the tale on 
the surprised ears of the 
president. The tale was 
new to him. So much for 
the word of mere boys! But 
he was deliciously sympa-
thetic, and the specimen be-
came a free woman. She 
went back to "Old Main" 
with an "Ain't it a Gran' an' 
Glorious Feelinug" state of 
mind. If you are inclined to 
charity, you may lay what 
follows to the results of the 
reaction. At all events, the 
specimen reported to her 
fellows in crime that there 
was a reckoning day near 
hand. I shall not attempt 
to describe what followed 
the revelation of her dupli-
Iowa State Campus in '93. At the extreme left is 
"Old Main," and to the right Morrill Hall and Mar-
garet Hall. 
city, but I do feel in the cause of justice 
that I am duty bound to record that a 
private stretching too place in the dormi-
tory not long after the revelation. 
Did I mention that lights were out in 
the dormitories at 10 o'clock? We stu-
dents of today may fondly imagine that 
we know what is meant by the word 
"spread," but we have no idea of what 
it embraced in those days. The candy 
making and the banqueting "after hours" 
were done on an elaborate scale with the 
assistance in several instances of small 
oil-stoves, carefully concealed in closets 
or under beds for oil-stoves were dis-
tinctly contrabrand. Nearby farmers sold 
cream, slices of ham, bacon and fresh 
eggs, for town was not as accessible as 
today and necessity became the true 
mother of invention. Some supplies were 
smuggled or brought from the dorm din-
ing room. H ere follows a fudge recipe 
as made by an enterprising and clever 
home economics student of the day : 
F udge a Ia Dorm itor y 
As much sugar as you can get in a nap-
kin; 
As much butter as can be gotten between 
two slices of bread; 
As much cream as would go in a tooth-
brush mug; 
All the chocolate you can swipe, beg or 
borrow from roommate and friends; 
A pinch of salt; 
Must be made in a small dish pan and 
carefully cooled under the bed. 
The dining room was a merry place. 
Both at Old Main and later at Margaret 
Hall the boys and girls took their meals 
together. They were permitted to choose 
table(; and changed at the end of each 
semester. Then there was the Faculty-
Senior baseball game. 
And let's begin a new paragraph, for 
it was such an event, you know. It was 
an annual affair- not to beat them, you 
understand, just the game itself. Beat-
ing the faculty was not an easy feat and 
was not accomplished often. In fact, it 
hadn't been done for positive ages, but, 
of course, what is a senior class without 
faith in its baseball team? 
The games were held in what is now 
the open space a little north and east of 
Engineering Hall. The hour arrived, the 
crowd gathered, faculty women on one 
side, the girls on the other, the game 
was called. Do not expect me to relate 
the outs and ins of the game, who fanned 
and who hit that famous home run. I 
am not here to recount the technicalities 
of "steals" and "spit balls." That would 
require the mentality of a sports report-
er and the advantage of an eye-witness. 
I have been neither. Suffice it to say: 
the senior class played the faculty and 
won! In the year of our Lord one tho)l-
sand eight hundred and ninety-nine! 
The game was over and the rejoicing 
of the multitude knew no bounds ; it over-
flowed into the streets, rent the heavens 
and part of it sallied forth into the din-
ing hall with the crowd. I repeat! You 
should have been there. There were no 
law and order that evening. A distracted 
preceptress might frown in vain. The 
boys clinked their glasses, a horribly bar-
baric custom never to be countenanced 
on ordinary occasions, and the girls did 
what they could. According to history 
this was quite a considerable. One young 
miss, blonde and in modern vernacular 
"peppy," smuggled h er tin horn into the 
hall. It was a daring thmg to do, but 
that horn had been purchased with the 
express purpose of urging the fighting he-
roes on to victory. It had accomplished 
the mission, why abandon it in its hour 
of glory? Thus reasoned the B. M. 
(Blonde Miss, of course; look at the be-
ginning of the paragraph) ; · moreover, 
when blown, it emitted a most unholy and 
ear-splitting blast and was absolutely es-
sential to the self-expression of B. M. Ac-
cordingly, it was smuggled in and blown 
within less than six feet of the precep-
tress herself. 
Let all due credit be given to the Se-
nior class of '9, but let us not forget the 
contribution of the Blonde Miss. 
